

















THE FALL STYLE IS NOW ODT. 


Tax prices on Silk Hats are going up, but we are selling tha same quality of SILK HAT for Three Dollars and a Half as our Broadway neizhbors charge FOUR Dollars for. 
This is dove by yr wet ps and selling our own goods at SMALL PROFITS. Also the latest fushion of Felt Hats, and Caps of every shape, color, and price, at our little has store. 


Orders tak an for $8.50, and made to fit. 
CONKLIN SMITH, 539 Broadway. 
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The Chevalier Henry Wikoff: 


As THE Ponrricat Pavut Pry. 














‘“SEZN@O XIS SH(dOO ATONIS-WOANNV Ud SuVTITOR OM 
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VANITY FAIR. 





GOTTSCHALK’S CONCERTS. 
IRVING HALL. 


MR. GOTTSCHALK’S THREE LAST CON- 
CERTS, previous to Mes departure for Bos- 
ton, will take place c 
Baturday. October 4th, 
Tuesday, October 7th. 
“Thursday, October 9th. 

TICKETS UNE DOLLAR. 
No extra charge for reserved seat:. 

Ticket Orrices.—Beer & Schirmer’s, 701 
Broadway ; Scharfenburgh & Luis, 760 
Broadway; Sibell & Salisbury’s, 7 Nassau 
Street, and Irving Halli, 








THIRTEEN MONTHS 
IN 


THE REBEL ARMY. 


Being a Narrative of Personal Adventures 
in the Infantry. Ordnance, Cavalry, Cou- 
rier and Hospital Services ; with an Exhi- 
bition of the Power, Purposes, Earnest- 
ness, Military Despotism and Demoraliza- 
tion of the South. 


By an Impressed New-Yorker. 
PUBLISHED BY 
A, 8. BARNES & BURR, 
51 and 53 John Street. 
Price,...+..00 


The above book is one of intense interest, 
containing truths of the deepest present 
importance to our nation. 


BOOKS! BOOKS! 


AT THE 


MERCANTILE LIBRARY, 
PLACE. 





BOOKS | 


ASTOR 


Fourteen hundred Volumes of the most 
recent and interesting publications—Am- ri- 
can, English, French and German—have 
been placed in the Library within the past 


few months, to which additions are constant- | 


ly making. The 
READING ROOM 


is unsurpassed for the freshness and variety 
of its literature, and is free to all who sub- 
scribe to the Library. 


TERMS. 


Merchants Clerks, $1 initiation fee and 
$1.50 semi-annual dues. 
chants and others, Five Dollars a year. 


*,* The Rooms are open day and evening, 





SOLDIERS, ATTENTION! 

Pain, disease and exposure. with a hot 
climate, muddy water and bad diet, will be 
unavoidable, but armed with HOLLO- 
WAY’'S Purifying and Strengthening Pills 
you can endure all these and still retain 
good health. 

Only 25 cents per box. 220 


PIANOS. 
CHICKERING & SONS 


MANUFACTURERS OF 
GRAND, SQUARE, and UPRIGHT PIANOS, 
Warerooms—694 Broadway. New-York, 


These pianos have always taken the first 
premiums over all competitors, wherever 
and whenever they have been exhibited ; 
and for public playing they have been se- 
lected by all the most eminent artists who 
have visited this country, 


For full particulars. with description, 
price list, list of pevge and tenstensn tals, 
address CHICKERING & SONS 
Now. York. 








J. HW. JVM ASTON & CO., 


150 Bowery cor, Broome St, 


NEW-YORK 
SELL AT LOW PRICES 
FINE WATCHES, RICH JEWELRY, STER- 


LING SILVER, AND FINE PLATED 
WARE, 
«*» Wedding and Visiting Cards engraved. 
ALBUMS, HAIR-JEWELRY, ETO. 
Watches and Jewelry repaired. 


To Ladies, Mer. | 





IMPROVED 


Gutta-Percha 
CEMENT 


ROOFINC. 


IT I8 WATER PROOF AND 
COSTS ONLY ABOUT 
ONE THIRD AS 
MUCH AS 





GUTTA-PERCHA 
CEMENT, 


For preserving new 
and repairing 
LEAKY METAL 
ROOFs 


of every descrip- 
tion: will not 
crack in cold or run 


Lm WORTIRNH 
Se CRABLE NW CNW A RUE NARA 


ay use. 
ATER 

acon Apvicd | JOHNS & CROSLEY, 

SOLE MANUFACTURERS, 

78 WILLIAM sT., in warm weather. 
beri all eo al Agents Wanted. 

e for NE ° 

— oo _ ~ Le TERMS CASH. 
OHNS & CROSLEYW’S AMERICAN CEMENT GLUE, 
FOR CEMENTING WOOD, LE‘STHER, GLASS, IVORY, CHINA, MAR- 


ORCELAIN, ALABASTER, BONE, CORAL, etc., etc. ., the only article of the kind ever pro- 
duced which wilt withstand water, tie! dorms seg Wholesale Dealers. 25 Cents 


“JOHNS & CROSLEY, Sole Manufacturers, 


Wholesale ‘Warehouse, 87 William st., cor. Liberty, 


VANUTY Pas. 
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COMMENCEMENT OF THE SIXTH VOLUME. 
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The First Number of the Sixth Volume of VANITY FAIR was issued 
July 5th, and with it we decided upon the discontinuance of all 
Premiums, preferring to give our Subscribers the advan- 
tage of the difference we have consequently 
made in our rates. 


TERMS OF SUBSCRIPTION. 


PAYABLE INVARIABLY IN ADVANCE. 


One Copy, per mail, one year, 

Five Copies to Club, one year, (and one to Agent.) - 
City Subscribers, by Carrier, one year, - ~ - 
Single Copies, - - ~ - 


Subscribers in Canada and British Provinces must remit fifty cents extra to cover postage. 


WwOowwib YVOMWOMin=- 


a post-paid, - - - ‘ 
| ''wo Volumes and Copy of Paper, for one year, (books prepaid only,) 
aoeee ee ii “ee “ ee 

Five it) ity “ ee “ it 


Three ‘“ to California, ye 
Four Ty “ee se 
Five “ o “ “ 

Remittances must be made in United States Notes Gold, New-York or Eastern Currency, 
or other Ourrency at New-York par. 

In submitting this low rate of terms to the public, the publisher trusts he will be liberally respond- 
ed to throughout the country, by all of those who teel an interest and pride iu sustaiaing this 


National EXiumorous Faper. 


WHICH Is NOW PRONOUNCED BY THE MOST COMPETENT JUDGES, TO BB 


WiTHOTT A RIVAL. 


ARTEMUS WARD, 
MAC ARONE, 
ETHAN SPIKE 


And the long list of JESTERS and PHILOSOPHERS who have made their mark in VANITY FAIR 
as GENIALA yee HUMOKISTS, will still continue with us, having been specially engaged for 
this paper. while its camae will be graved as heretofore with original eugravings by our UNAP- 
PROACHABLE “ART 
Nothing borrowed, a or copied, ever appears in VANITY FAIR, but the entire contents of 
every number are ORIGINAL, being prepared for it only. 
Now is the time to subscribe at the commencement of the New Volume 
Seal all letters securely and address plainly to 


LOUIS H. STEPHENS, Publisher for Proprietors, 
No. 116 Nassau Street, New-York. 
SPECIAL NOTICE.—Postmasters and others will oblige us by acting as Agents, A 
Specimen Ans J wie be sent free on application, Any Agent sending Club of Fivemay retain 


SLis he sh prefer to do 80, instead of receiving Copy of Paper. We should like to have 
an agent in every Town and Village throughout the Country. Send for Specimen Copy. 





AMUSEMENT, 
NIBLO’S GARDEN 


Lessee and Manager, 
Triumphant Commencement 
the Fall and Winter 
Season, 


EDWIN FORE 


IN HIS GREAT CHARACTERS, 


Monday, Wednesday, Tha 
day and Friday, 
Mr. Hackett, 


the SHAKESPERIAN COMEDIiy 
Tuesday & Saturday. 


NIXON’S 
CREMORNE riage 
Monday Evening, ( 

ber 6th. 


Benefit and last a 
nowaed Spanish Darou” “m 
ISABEL CUBAS, 
On which occasion she will repeat 


particular request) her great Panto 
rule o 


THE FRENCH spy 


Sustainining Three Characters, 


Mathilde de Motte.. +eseeee ISABEL 
Henri St. Alme, . Cun 


Supported bya Dramatic Company. 


CUBAS nee cexeemie her wild, exciti 
dance, ELOIE! EL OIE! assisted by Corps 
de Ballet. 

Senorita Cabdas has ilready attained gre 
popularity by her wonderful Pantomim 
Perfo: mances, being pronounced by the 
tire Press to be the only success‘ul rivald 
Madame Celeste and Mrs. Barrymore, 

This evening has been set apart by Mam- 
ger Nixon as a compliment to _senonty 
Cubas, being most positively her LAST ab 
Pk in this city. 

The evening’s performance to comment 

with the laughable Chinese Pantomime of 


KIM KA. 
only..... evoee 0 conte, 


Sextuple Edition 


VANITY FAIR. 


SIX NUMBERS of the WEEKLY HAND 
SOMELY BOUND in a SUPERBLY 


ILLUMINATED COVER 


The second number of this 
SUCCESSFUL 


MAGAZINE 


is now ready for delivery. 


Orders for Number One #ls 
can be filled. 


PRICE, TWENTY-FIVE CENTS 
RETAIL. 
For special terms for quantity to trad 
address 
LOUIS H. STEPHENS, 
Publisher for Proprieto™ 
116 Nassau street, New-York 


Admission, 








HASHEESH CANDY. 

A most wonderful Medicinal Agent for t* 
care of Nervousness, Weakness, M 
ly, Confusion of thoughts, etc. A plessitt 
ble and harmless stimulant. Under its * 
fluence all classes seem to gather new ios 
ration and energy. m 

Price, 25c, and $: per box, Beware ofl 
tations. Imported only by the Gunjah Wi 
lah Company 476 Broadway. 

On sale by druggists generally. 








Pubushed tor the Proprietors, by Louis H. St+PHens at 116 Nassau Street, N, Y. 
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TALES OUT OF SCHOOL. 


Little Girl.—“ Now, you must rLay CoLoNEL COME HOME ON FURLOUGH, TO SEE My COUSIN Su- 


6AN, AS COLONEL Brown bogs To sEE Aunt Lucy !” 


Jealous Boy.—‘* YES, AND KISS HER IN THE HALL, MAYBE!—TI won’r PLay.” 











EXCITEMENT IN THE MEDICAL WORLD. 


In consequence of the late Military Draft, whi 


people find bad to take, we learn that the following style of thing has 


come into high fashion : 


(CERTIFICATE OF GENERAL INDISPOSITION.) 
This {s to certify that the bearer, James Waite Featuer, aged 21, counter- 


Jumper, bas been examined by me, and that he is afflicted 


or We: knees of the back. He has also had two upper Incisor Teeth drawn with- 
in a month ; and is obliged constantly to use an eye-glass upon public occasions, 
like Battles and Operas. I think he should be exempt from service, esoectally as 
Bensamin Bours, M.D. 


lam sure he can be of no service whatever. 
A QUERY, 
Tothe Editor of Vanity Fair—Sir: My Aunt Be 


Fever last week, aged 92. Am I exempt? GEORGE GREENE, 


Other letters have been received, as follows : 


Bens. YOUNGLOVE was married last week. 
should go? 


WILLIAM WeepeEr’s wife died year before last. Is he liable? 
Tuomas TREMBLE bad a grandfather in the Revolutionary Army. 


Ts he exempt ? 


V. F. indignantly declines to answer these queries, further than to 
say that if Gunpowder must have Food, these Fellows are a very 


Proper Diet. 
SS 


I WANT TO BE COLLECT 
Asr :—“ I want to be an Angel.” 


I want to be Collector, 
And with collectors stand— 
A pen behind my right ear, 
A Schedule in my hand: 
There, right before the people 
So glorious and bright, 
I'd bag my nice commission 
And count my gains at night. 





ch a great many 


with Tabes Doualis, 


tsy died of Typhus 


Do we think he 


OR. 





Horse-Mariners. 


WRITERS versed in nautical history state 
that, at one time, England was so hard up 
for sailors that about three thousand London 
cabmen had to be pressed into the naval ser- 
vice, ard that they will probably be drafied 
again, 

We are puzzled to guess why men of that 
particular calling should be selected for nau- 
tical service, unless, indeed, it is that they 
have all served their time as Cabbing boye. 





“On the Cache.” 
THERE has been a smart action in Arkan- 


|sas, called the “Battle of the Cache,” in 


which the Union troops were victorious. 

This is a matter of congratulation to Colo- 
nel Hovey, who commanded, and who, iu 
thus giving a Check to the enemy, took care 
that they should fork over the Cache, and 
that the only stamp paid should be the 
Stampede by them. 


ee 


Our Slang. 


ENGLISH writers are continually down upon 
our American colloquialisms—to use a mild 
expression for slang—and we car hardly 
wonder that they are. Take, now, our word 
plunder,” for instance, as applied to a trav- 


_jeller’s luggage. It may be suitable enoug’2 


as applied to a lawyer's “traps,” we admit; 
but, suppesing the traveller to be a physi- 
cian, don’t you think that Pillage would be 
more othe point? 


a 


A Word from Vanity Fair. 


Anonge the reasons for exemption from be- 
ing drafted, we find that Idiocy holds a prom- 
inent place. We plead that reason for ex- 
emption. We voted for BUCHANAN. 





I never would be weary, 


Nor ever shed a tear, 


Nor ever know a sorrow, 


Nor ever feel a fear. 


With five per cent commission 


I'd dwell near Central Park, 


And with my tens of thousands 


Be happpy as a lark. 


I know I'll make great profits— 


But ah! men will forgive, 


For many lit‘le shiners 


Will come with me to live; 


Aad when they see my turn-out 


And what a trump | am, 


Oh ! won't they wish to likewise 


Collect for Uncle Sam! 


I want to be Collector, 


And with collectors stand— 


A pen behind my right ear, 


A Schedule in my hand: 


But not in some small village; 


IT ouly mean New-York, 


Where heavy are the protits 


And easy is the work. 


Eee 


What Ho! 


Tue Tribune's supplicatorv howl for negro soldiers began long since 
with the cry, “ Ho! for Richmond!” Everybody knows that the 
Hoe is the proper weapon of the negro; in connection with which is 
is a curious fact that the Senior Editor of the Zridune never has any 
Hose worth a blue stamp. 
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VANITY... FAIR.’ 


OUR WAR CORRESPONDENCE, 
LETTER FROM MCARONE. 
Peninsuta, July 34, 


Dear Vanity :—All is quiet along the lines. 

General Hatteck is Commander-in-Chief, and I am happy. 

His appointment was strenuously opposed, while I was in Wash- 
ington, by a gentleman connected with the War-Department, the 
first letter of whose name is Sranton. 

This gentleman wished General Zacuary Tay.or appointed to 
the position. . . 

It was with difficulty that ApRanam and I could convince him 
that he was a trifle behind the times. 

He said that he was“ no more behind the times than he always had 
been”... . a statement to which the President and myself felt 
bound to subseribe, 

HatLeck was appointed, nevertheless, 

Don’t you see, Scorr and I wished it. 

But weren’t the balls flying around merrily this morning, though! 
Let not the remark mislead you, since I have stated that all was 
quiet along the lines, ’Tis true, the balls were flying around .. . I 
have been playing billiards with Captain Horack Cootry, of the 
Twenty-seventh Massachusetts Voluntcers, Officer and Gentleman. 

Nobody was hurt, on either side. 

I won three games out of five. 

I and the Captain took Newbern, you remember, a short while 
ago. 

“It was not Newbern that we took this morning ; it was apple-jack 
and bitters. 

However, let that pass. 

I received a call from Jerr. Davis last night, He came in dis- 
guise, and looked so scaly that I hadn’t the heart to arrest him ; 
though I think I should have been justified . . . even by the British 
Government .. . in so doing. 

“ Ah! Mac,” he groaned, “ what will be the upshot of all this ?” 

* You will be shot up,” I remarked. 

“IT mean, how will it finish ?” 

“Tt will finish you.” 

“O dear! O dear! You and M’CreExtan are too much for me 
. . . if Fremont was only Commander-in-Chief now, I might stand 
a chance,” 

** Colonel Davis,” said I, impressively ; “don’t you indulge too 
much in speaking the truth, You ain’t used of it; and it mayn’t 
agree with you,” 

“ GREELEY and Bryant are my best friends.” 

“ Yes, friends to you and your blasted Nigger. You seem peaked. 
Will you smile ?” 

“ Smiles are not for me,” whimpered poor Jerry ; ‘I wish to gra- 
cious I was well out of this. My only hope is for a split in the 
North. If the Abolitionists, bless their kind disunion hearts, will 
keep ou as they are going, mayte I can succeed yet.” 

“There’s where you'll get your eye shut up,” I remarked; “TI 
tell you what, Jerr., we'll hang’emall first. The Union is our First 
Cause, and we Northmen sink everything else in that. If you trust 
to the Abolitionists . . . good Lord, do you know what you are 
trusting to, man ?” 

“ Well, a fellow must use dirty means, you know.” 

“Only for dirty work. Greetey, and Bryant, and such, are 
the only help you have, North, for your dirty work, and I can in- 
form you that you might as well expect a yellow dog to whip my 
black-and-tan, as to expect any sane fighting man to listen to those 
fellows, Why, bless you, it is the Democrats who do the fighting, 
and what do you s’pose they... I may say we... care for 
your Nigger 9” 

“T feel bad,” said Jerr., mournfully ; “I guess I’d better go.” 

He went, 

I missed my watch and sleeve-buttons this morning. That comes 
of being kind-hearted. 

I only wish the good, misguided people who believe the 7ribune 
clear through, and think that Paradise is located in the crown of 
Greevey’s old white hat, might have heard the really warm ex- 
pressions of friendship Jerr, used concerning the Abolition press. 
He knows, artful dodger, how much he owes to the eternal dissen- 
sion bred by the Negrophilists, 

. General Pork is getting along fairly with Western Virginia 
. . « more than I could have said for Fremont. But he is a little 
tonguey in the Proclamation way, and seems inclined to contrast 
himself with McCiettan. I don’t know whether or not the Zribune 
has made a bargain with him, as it did with Jonn Cuarzes, but I 
advise him to show at least the amount of respect for his superiors 
that good-breeding directs. I don’t altogether like his slurs and 
flings at “Strategy,” and if he ignores that branch of military 
science, relying only on “ catching” the enemy, he may do as illy 





— 


as Jonny CuArtes did when he “ caught” Sronewatt Jackson at 
Cross. Keys. 

There is nothing like modesty in this world ... 

I am the only modest General in the field . . . 


And Iam McAronz, 


Virernta, Ang. 5, 

There is little war-news from this locality since my last. Baron 
Von Grassennorrer, Chief of my Staff, had a little skirmish yester. 
day, which resulted in his having his hair rubbed full of leaves and 
dirt by an infuriate fair one. She is since reported taken captive, 
or captivated, or something. 

Prince Ricketrs, Chevalier of the Flowerpot and Companion of 
the Small Hours of the Morning. departed for New-York this morn- 
ing, with despatch, if not with despatches, 

I have decided to call out 300,000,000,000,000,000,000 more men, 
My plan now is to surround the entire Confederacy with a double 
file of soldiers, and gradually draw the string. ... 

I want a bag that the cat can’t get out of. 

I may have to resort to Drafting. If so, let me know how many 
of your Draughtsmen you can spare for the job. 

Abolitionists will be taken, as wellas men. Strong-minded wo- 
men will be received as substitutes for their husbands. Children 
under twelve, half price. 

As for arming the slaves, a young Lieutena: of Quadroons, on 
my staff, informs me that “white” is a good rayme to “ fight;” 
while “‘ nigger” mates excellently with “digger.” Hence I con. 
clude that the normal weapon of the Child of Afric is a shuvel 
and not a rifle. At the risk of offending General Port, I still con- 
sider trenches and breastworks very bandy things, and see no reason 
why the nigger should not Trench upon the domain of his late 
master, 

Intelligent contrabands continue to report the evacuation of 
Richmond. They say that Davis is tired of the defensive, and has 
concluded to do the other thing. 

His plan, as told me by another of his coachmen, who escaped to 
us lately ... he has a good many coachmen , . . is to run a flock of 
iron-clad rams through the Erie canal, and attack New-York in the 
rear. Simultaneously, the prisoners in Fort Lafayette will “ rise,” 
and a good time generally will transpire. 

I think I see it. 

The Washingtonians are scared sgain. Some of them think 
Washington will be taken before Richmond is; if that is so, Rich- 
mond will not be taken for a very long time. 

But Washington is always being seared. 

The only symptom I can see, of any coming difficulty, is that 
McCietian chews a little more tobacco than usual. I know him 
well, and when I observed that, I ordered every sound man in the 
army to hold himself ready for anything that might turn up.... 

Such is my knowledge of human nature, 

It is not impossible that we may have a battle. 

Still, the backbone of rebellion is broken, in Virginia. This is 
reliable. 

I shall, therefore, be in Richmond before long. When I get 
there, I will send you a house and lot, as a trophy. You can put 
it in the back-office. 

Meanwhile, don’t worry, and believe nothing that you see in the 
papers. It is pretty certainly ascertained, now, that the newspaper 
correspondents with the Army not unfrequently exaggerate. 

There is but one who Can Not tell a lie... . 

And that is... . 


Your Own Correspondent, Mc Arong. 


—— a 


THE TWO TRIBUNES. 


SomExopy writes us to say that old GREELEY resembles MaRAt, 
Who, erst, as a Tribune, in France, on opponents wreaked petulant 
wrath, 
Till a check upon CHARon he got from the hand of Miss Corpay, 
who, far p 
From endorsing his paper, daguerred him from life as he lay in his 
bath. 


In his bath!—there no simile loiters between our Tribune and 
other ; 
Wishy-washy, iadeed, he may be—nay, he is, the lymphatic old 
wight! : 
Yet not Cuartorre Corpay, herself, with her instinct queer subjects 
to smother, 
Could bim have surprised in a bath, had her tactics been ever so 
bright. 











—— 
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LETTERS FROM A COUNTRY EDITOR. 
NO. V. 


Wanity Fair:—We stay in Green-Grass most of our time, an’ 
when we go edut of it we come back agin jus’ quix wekin. It’s a 
nextrornary quiet place, no noise, ony just whats made by one saw- 
mill, We hev lived in it thutty year, an’ expek to die with the place. 
Used to be plenty of bears, but they’ve got to be considdabul skeerce. 
We was iu your city a year agoe last Febry to buy printin’-types. 
Rained hard. We got into a Nomnibus, we mean on the outside 
onto the box, for there was thutteen passingers, ole folks an’ young 
folka, diskeGunting the babes. Every few rods we gee a little, pull 
up and take in more. At last we say to the gennelman who druv: 
“How’s yer health? Put smart rain, but the springs is gittin’ put 
low. That’t a good team of yours, but aint you got on too much 
lud 2” 

“No, sirrrrrth !” he reply, ‘‘ not a bit of it. They wud drag twict 
. as much if it rained twict as hard. No difficul’ abéout that. J?’s the 
startin’ up what hurts ’em.” 

That struck us. There was flosfy in it, an’ a good deal of it. It 
was the startinyupp that hurt ’em, an’ we sud think it wud, for they 


they were on the ice, and part the way they actooaly slid. 
“Ton’t these stuns, so many of them,” we said, “ hurt their feet ? 
Whar do you keep your blacksmith’s shops?” for they kept a strikin’ 


the track. Where do you stop to water? Don’t seem to be any 


good deal of.” 


from ? 
“From Green-Grass,” we replied. 
“Wal, whar’s that?” he sed laughin’—so we told him. 
“ Are you a teamster ?” 
“No, we are an editor; we drive a printin’ press.” 
That surprised him. He turned way reound onto his box, and 


considered a spell. ‘‘ Wal,” said he, “a newspaper’s a wehicle, and 
80's & buss a wehicle.” 

“Certingly,” we replied, “ ony one conweys idees,.” 

“That's so. What party do you s’port ?” 

“The hull country, the constitution, the government, an’ the laws.” 

“Good!” says he; “I'll take your fare,” an’ holding his arm high 
up toward heving, he hollyred with a loud woice—Ride up! ride up! 
tide up! We didn’t know but what he thought we ought to be 
translated. We hed gret deal pleasant conwersation with him, an’ 
axed him warious questions, sich as how long he hed druv a team, 
how ofting they turned eout in these diggins to mend the ruds, 
whether the highway tax was hevy, what school district he lived in, 
whether he carried the ministers for nuffin, an’ what keind o’ Select- 
men they hed. Arter a while he sot us dedwn by a tall meetin’- 
house by the side o’ the rud, jist whar two other rads turn to the 
right an’ the left with a straight turnpike ahead. We ask a dozen 


place. We went into fifty stores to buy a gimlet to bore a hole in 


laaft at, losin’ our way, and losin’ our umberell, which was stole from 





institution that you got. Reason why? Because it helps along more 
people nany other, and purwides more nany other against a rainy 
day. Railruds is good, but you run a railrud through you Main 
street, and it will spile it. I tell yer this as a citizen of Green-Grass, 
and maybe your folks will listen to a man of comming sense who has 
got no interest into it. Enuff on that pint. But what we was agoin 
Wo say is, that it’s the startin’ up where the strain is, in hosses, in 
omnibuses, in steam engines, in early risin’, in the American esgle, 
and soon. It isin budgin an inch and not in runnin’ a mile. You 
see an eagle way up. How he sails! how he sails!—Paps we 
ought to say, how he swims! how he swims!—For, O we have 
Watched him in his own blue Ocean, buoyed majestic on the Billowy 
clouds—not a feather rumpled, not a liniment disturbed, not an opiu- 
4on changed— gliding onward with incomparable grace—with his ta- 
nts in his bosom clutching the arrowy sunbeams, and his wings 
outstretched to be upheld by the rising etorm—his bosom heavirg, 
his eye flashing back light to the clouded sun, still as death, but 
teathing the atmosphere of life—all motion, but he seem to be at 
Test, and careering as it appear to us to the wery haven of peace. 
Once we seen him on the ground, with a lamb in ’s clutches, and 
the farmer after him, but he flopped and he walloped and he banged 
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stretched like ingen-rubber; arter that they slipped along easy, as ef 


fire the hull time. ‘In our part of the kentry we cart the stuns off 


troffs. Where's all that string of carts goin’ to? ‘Pears to me that 
they’re goin’ somewha-ar for suthin par-tick-elar that they wa-arnt a 


“T guess,” said he, “ you must be a Yankee. Where do you hail 


looked at us as ef he thought we were humbuggin’ him, and wasn’t 
agoin’ to pay our passage, but seein’ that our looks was honest, he 


people ef they knowed whar our Cousin JoHN W. Buasex reside, an’ 
bot one on ’’em gin us a civil answer, which rather sot us agin your 


our chest, an’ not one of ’em hed it. Now, my dear fren’, beside bein’ 


us by some of your folks, we brought nuffin away with us arter we 
got our types but what we got on top of the omnibus. It’s the best 


the air, and we didn’t think that he would get off. Onct when we 
was a boy we seen a Bloon gup with a French lady in it, waving the 
Star-Spang’ Bann’, and the Bloon knocked about among the tree-tops 
and houses, and then it riz like a feather. Jt was the startin’ up that 
hurt it. So it is with life, my dear fren, and so it has been with the 
kentry, jullike an omnibus, C’sib'l sméart strain at fust. We hed 
thirteen to carry when Gin’l WasuinGTon tuk the reins, Some folks 
thinks thav’s an uolucky number. We don’t. Its good’s any num- 
ber, Thutteen dollar’s better’n twelve. We wish there wuz a little 
superstition on that pint, an’s quix nany body found he hed thutteen 
doll’s nis pocket he’d gin away one for charity. But our folks is pret- 
ty practical when it comes to that. We don’t like a wery practical 
man any more than we do a wery impracticable one. One’s got one 
rule for all things. Tother’s got no rule for nuffin. This is off the 
piot. But we were saying that we rulled along smooth enuff after 
the Revolution when we once got started. Hed thutteen to carry 
along, and a good man on the box. Wal, we kept agoin’ tull we got 
on to the war’vy 1812. There wuz startin’ up again, an’ it hurt us 
ony 80 far as it strained us a little. We can tell yer one thing, and 
that aint two. There’s nuffin does us s’much good’s what hurts us 
most ef we are in an honest struggle. That war killed some of our 
folks, who wud most on em been dead now any how, but it warn’t 
bad for us in the eend. Some went in for it heart and soul, and some 
fought against fighting, jist as long as they could, for prices was wery 
high, and Wellington boots cost suthin! We hev got to hate our 
frens on the other side of the pond gret deal mone'n we do, before 
we'll love ’em half’s much’s we oughter. That’sso. But what was 
the codensequens? There was startin’ up to be did, an’ we done it. 
We hed different drivers on the box, but the wehicle was well consti- 
tuted and the team strong. No difficul’, no difficul’, Ride up? ride up? 
ride up? Insteat of thutteen we tuk in twenty, thutty—more too, 
because they wanted to come in, and it was gret deal better for them 
and faster to ride for a small tax than to walk, and we were strong 
enuff and adequate enuff to carry twicet the number. There they sot 
face to face, folks of all sorts an’ all sizes, come rich, others poor, some- 
times treadin’ onto one another’s toes an’ quarl’n a little, but all carried 
along jist as well, if not better than ef they was in the king’s coach. 
Nedw let’s see whar we be. We've come on, on, on, ’sibbul long jour- 
ney, and jist whar we can see more from the box then ever we done— 
and thank God we’ve got a rail good driver—there’s some trouble— 
some of the passingers want to get gout. That wunt do—for those 
who jump éout of a wehicle when it is agoin ony brek their own necks. 
Besides that, my dear fren, government aint in all respects like an 
omnibus, We use that figur jist fur’s we please, but no furder. It’s 
got wheels, got reins, movin’ princip’l, and so on, but we cant hev 
folks gittin in jist for their own conweniens ’s Jong’s they can mek 
the driver go whaar they tell him, and then stop the hull lud to get 
eout at any-crossin they please, or smash up the hull carriage if he 
wunt do it. Wal, we're wery much in that position, We haint stop- 
ped, but the road ia hard, the inside people is discontented, some folks 
is lookin’ on who want to see the hull concern upsot, there’s a tre- 
mendous strain, there’sa startin up that hurts us now, but with a 
good emart whip laid onto the off horses, and a tight rein, we shall 
rull along agin with better speed and keep on our way to the station 
house. There’s one thing more we want say neow, that those who 
are outside, and hev hed a disposition to interfere, hed better let the 
hosses heads alone. Time enuff to do that arter the driver’s thrown 
off the box, and no government. Next to jumpin’ eout it’s the most 
dangerous thing to try to head off a team, with the hope of gettin’ 
them into the ditcb. These is our views which we should express in 
our own press, if we hed one, but some of these days, when the ken- 
try is out of trouble, we hope again to be startin up at Green-Grass, 
or elsewhere. I am, etc., your friend, etc., PERLEY C. TUCKER. 








——— er 
ALL A-LEAK! 


Tuat living cullender, the epidermis, 
Is in these dog-days doing so much straining, 
That if protracted this o’erheated term is, 
There of our suet won’t be much remaining. 
Each pore’s a tap, even as a still-tub's worm is, 
And flesh and spirits through the vents are draining, 
Fair woman drips like a fresh-landed mer-miss, 
And man’s “ brief candle ” sputters in the waning. 


Of jingling ice the music is delicious, 

And oh! to change for the light garb of Eden, 
This modern costume hot and meretricious, 

That each square inch of surface puts a bead on. 
In our own gravy Sol seems bound to dish us, 

As if hot joints it was his cue to feed on, 
Oh! for a breeze from Labrador, propitious, 

Oh! that old Sirius had his rabid spree done! 
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ACROBATICS IN THE CITY HALL PARK, 


As PERFORMED ON A SINGLE CHAIN By OUR Heavy Contrisvutor. 








Sgt ces 





“UNCLE SAMUEL,” TO “JOHN BULL,” ESQUIRE. A CHOICE BOOK FOR FAMILIES. 
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Arir—“ Should auld acquaintance be forgot.” 


SHOULD the old likeness be forgot, 
And never brought to view, 

Between the kettle and the pot, 
In the days of Sixty-two? 


Mark your own blackened phiz, Joun Butt, 
With History’s naked eye, 

Ere with wendacious microscopes 
Our spots you magnify. 


That blot upon your brow, Joun BULL, 
Inevitably sticks, 

Since TARLETON’s “‘ Babes” cut women’s throats 
In the days of Seventy-six. 


A smirch glows on your “beak,” Joun Butt, 
Of sanguinary hue, 

Since Sepoys from your cannon’s mouth 
In bloody fragments flew. 


And on your griping fists, Joan Butt, 
A curious stain one sees 

Of tea and opium, mixed with blood 
Of massacred Chinese. 


The sun upon your realms, Joun Butt, 
Doth never set, you say: 

Tis pity! for “ at night,” you know, 
“ All cats alike are gray.” 


But in the light of day, Joun Butt, 
The De’il biniself doth fail, 

With all his art, ‘tis said to hide 
His cloven foot and tail, 


When on these things you think, Joan Butt, 
You really must admit 

That when you call us black, you are 
A precious hypocrite | 





Tne Tribune announces as 


“Now Reavy, 4 Book WHICH #HOULD BE IN THE HANDS OF EVERY MAN, 
Womans, anv CuILp in Tas Nortsers Statss—amone THE PINES,” 

If this is the style of literature our families are to be regaled with, 
it is about time the public should know what it is they are called 
upon to buy. Of the meritsof the work we know nothing beyond the 
perusal of a portion of it in the Continental Monthly for July, and if 
that is a fair sample we hope the moral philosophers of the 7'ribune 
will see that it is expurgated of its profanity before appearing ina 
volume. The frequency of vulgar oaths in that portion induced us, 
as a matter of curiosity, to count them, and we have to report some 
forty-five very profane expletives, served up with delicate dasbcs to 
take off their edge. We had boped that since the publication of 
“Trumps” in the so-called “ Journal of Civilization,” alias Harper's 
Weekly, some time ago, no other periodical would have been 
found guilty of admitting such language to its columns, but we were 
deceived, as this is, if possible, more vulgar and profane than that choice 
work was. We do not profess to be a so-called organ of “ civiliza- 
tion” or “humanity,” as those journals, 7ribune included, arrogate 
to themselves, but we do profess to be an organ of “decency,” and, 
as such, we enter our protest against the publication of a work 80 
filled with vulgarity and profanity. 

rs 
Soft, but Striking. 


Tue Herald—ingenious in warlike expedients—suggests that “our 
naval authorities put their heads together,” and blockade the rebel 
fleet in the Yazoo River. Doubtless “ our naval authorities” could 
make no better use of their “heads ;” but it may well be doubted 
whether so mushy an impediment would be very potent to check the 
rebel rams. In any event, however, we might witness an interest 
ing case of butting; and, perhaps, a few naval block-heads might 
advantageously be converted into literal dead-heads. 


aati 
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COALS TO NEWCASTLE. 


MusHROOMS were among the confiscated articles from the Cireas- 
ian prize steamer sold the other day. As the whole Confederacy '8 
only Oae Great Mushroom, we don’t see the propriety of its trying to 
import that particular article, 
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That Simple Rustic, John Bull: 











A Yours WHO IS ALWAYS READY TO SWALLOW ANYTHING, AND TO BELIEVE IN EVERYTHING HE SWALLOWS 
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THE REVELATIONS OF DRAFT. 


ECEPTION, 
that acute cu- 
taneous afflic- 
tion of the 
body social, 
has all at once 
becn detected 
in its hidden 
retreats, and 
exhibited con- 
spicuously for 
what it is 
worth by the 
Doctor with 
his Draft. 
Ever since the 
fell. edict has 
gone forth that 
“the man who 
can serve, but 
won’t serve, 
must be made 
to serve,” the 
most remark- 
able revela- 
tions are daily 
developed 
with regard to 
human age, 
- character, 
legs, joints, muscles, nerves, thews, sinews, toes, fingers, hair, eyes, 
ears, intellects, morals, antipathies, habits, patriotism, and other parts 
too numerous to catalogue in these columns. Men are coming out in 
their true colors; which, we are pained to observe, are not in all 
cases represented by the honorable “ red, white, and blue.” 

It is, indeed, a new and startling fact—to us, at least—that Draft- 
ing is your only true leveller on this side of the Grim. The confes- 
sious of that inimitable sniveller, the late JEAN Jacques ROUSSEAU, 
are but three-water milk in comparison with those now daily volun- 
teered by shuddering wights who late were swaggering blades, on 
whom the bug-bear Draft has imposed the dire obligation of pro- 
claiming themselves either lunatics, idiots, paupers, habitual drunk- 
ards, constitutional cowards, infamous castaways, or some other such 
lepers of society, according to individual tastes. The only wonder is 
how so many confidence-imposters could so long have dodged the 
jail, how such crowds of imbecile cripples could for years have evaded 
the asylums. There are tests for all things, however, and Drafting 
is one of them. 

Let the revelations of Cowardice go their way, though; they shall 
be cherished among the experiences of life long after the revealers 
have skedaddled as fast as their vacillating limbs will carry them. 
The most harrowing results of Draft will fall with crushing weight 
upon that large though small class of socicty, the “‘ made-ups.” There 
are Many, many swells of sixty who have, time out of mind, pass- 
ed themselves off for forty, and upon them the certainty of convic- 
tion must flash with a keen, cold blade. 

Everybody who has ever kicked the beam of the eovial scale in 
New-York City, knows how far the cosmetic is trusted as a regulator 
of time—some seem to think as a regulator of eternity. The barber, 
the dentist, back nobly the cosmetic in its rejuvenating circuit, so that 
forty, if able to liquidate the necessary expenses, can remain at forty 
for an indefinite term of years, according to doctors and physique. It 
is distressing to think that the Draft has changed all that—changed 
the sytem, and, O dear us! changed, how sadly, the men. It won't 
pay to be forty, now that under forty-five is liable to knapsack, and 
the instantaneous consequence is that no end of young fellows have 
suddenly became old. ‘The detested crow has now planted its foot 
firmly upon the countenance of a class, and is waving its wings at 
the old fellows with a caw of diabolical satisfaction. 

Let us adduce a frightful example. 

No spracer man-about-town than VAN ViLxtns ever played the part 
of fdneur upon Broadway since we can remember—which is a good 
While, Somewhat below the middle height, but of that peculiar 
delicacy of figure which can be expressed only by the French ad- 
Jective svelte, Van V. was usually sct down by his acquaintances as 
& gentleman whose allowance of metrical feet was but little short of 
six. For luxuriance of natural, flowing locks, Hyrgnion might 
have been a very vulgar satyr compared to Van V., whose mous- 
tache, also, was distinguished for possessing a natural wax of its 
own that would have made any ordinary Pommade Hongrois blush 
up to the brow of its bottle with vexation. The teeth with which 





Van V. smiled, and masticated, and smiled again, were superhu- 





man. Envious elephants observed those teeth, and theirs fell out 
with vexation, The velvetude of the skin of Van V. was quite the 
topic in fashionable salons, 

his was the day before yesterday. 

Yesterday—pardon us for so suddenly repeating the word—as we 
enjoyed a twilight stroll in Madison Square, we were accosted by a 
very tidy, respectable-looking old gentleman, whose appearance 
was entirely strange to us, though we had a shadowy remembrance 
of the wiry little cough that followed him about like a Skye terrier. 
As he removed his hat to enjoy the breeze that rippled upon a 
silver poplar, we saw that his head was quite a spectacle for bald- 
ness, although we must allow that it was neatly enough fringed 
with a selvage of fluffy, brindled hairs, each of which stood up for 
itself. At first, owing to the twilight, which happened to be gray, 
we did not perceive that he wore a moustache, which, being of the 
same color as the twilight, became amalgamated with it, and did 
not show. He had but few, if any, teeth to speak of or with, 
and his circumference a little way above the hips must have ex- 
ceeded that of his shoulders by at least a foot. 

“You don’t recognize me?” said he, inquiringly. 

Hadn’t we said we didn’t, wouldn’t we have been a liar! 

“Tam Van ViLEIns,” proceeded he, not at all cheerfully, but in 
fact with unnecessary expletives, which we omit as irrelevant to 
the occasion. “Iam Van Vitxiys, and you don’t think I’m such a 
fool as to walk about with a wig on, and a corset, in such blasted hot 
weather as this—eh? You think I look old,maybe? Well, that’s 
my business, Gossamer began to look old to-day, and Pirtsow 
swears he is going to be quite old from the day after to-morrow, 
and we're all in the same boat, sir, as long as this weather lasts !” 

By the Weather he meant the Draft. 


— ee 
NOBODY’S FUNERAL, 


Not with pomp of martial banners, 
Nor with trumpet nor with drum, 
But all quietly and sadly, 
See the poor man’s funeral come. 


Tramp of feet along the causeway, 
Crash of wheels along the street, 

All is turmoil and confusion, 
Where the tides of traffic meet. 


Wherefore stay the busy workers? 
Wherefore must enjoyment stay ? 
Shall an unimportant carcase 
Spoil our sport and block our way ? 


Ho! come up there, Omnibuses ! 
Valiant Wagons, form and charge! 
We will teach the undertakers 
That they cannot run at large. 


Crash—against the carriage-panels, 
Crash—against the dingy hearse: 

Take away your stupid pageant, 
Fellows, or we’ll serve you worse! 


So the life-tide rolls —not giving 
Time to weep, nor time to pray ; 

And the funeral-train is scattered 
*Mid the tumult of Broadway 


Other nations, not so polished, 
Nor so virtuous, by half, 

Pay respect to human ashes— 
We're progressive, so we laugh. 


Laugh—and when the sad procession 
Timorously steals along, 

Round it press with horrid clamor, 
All regardless of the wrong. 


ii 
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Physical. 


A SENSIBLE physician of our acquaintance often recommends his 
patients to attend the theatre, but more especially the circus. His 
principle is, that a Tumbler full of Summer-saults is better than a gal- 
lon of Glauber for the promotion of a cheerful frame of mind. We 
are inclined to agree with that sensible physician. 
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ON CHANGE. 


Mrs. Jones, (awaking suddenly.)—“ O my! Jones! Wuar's toe matter? Rospers ?” 
Jones.—“ No, my pear. I onty rHoucut I HEARD THE JINGLE OF A COUPLE OF QUARTERS; BU?|said when his customers requested him to 


I Must HAVE BEEN DREAMING !” 


THE true connecting-link between the Ve. 
getable and the Animal. 
Lavender Kids, 


——- 
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Transpose. 

A palLy belonging to the Rabid Press late. 
ly conveyed an opinion as follows: 

“ While we lie still the Rebels plot.” 

There may be truth in this; very probably 

there is, But the line would have contained 
one strictly applicable to the Rabid Press, jt 
self, had it only run thus: 

“While we still lie the Rebels plot.” 
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Tae Man who “does not Sea it,” 
The Land Lubber. 
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Bootyful Idea. 


“HEAVY boots,” began Orsov, “‘are the 
proper things for the soldier—he must be pro- 
vided with the heaviest kind of boots,” 

“Why so?” asked VALENTINE. 

“ Because,” replied Orson, “the more Wa't 
he has in his boots, the less Skedaddle. ° 
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Strong, if not Sweet. 


AT a consultation of root doctors, lately 
held in the house of Mrs. SarreyY Gawp, for 
the purpose of considering the state of Jeth- 
argy under which our mutual uncle, Samuel, 
is at present suffering, Dr. GREELEY gave it 
as his opinion that nothing short of Black 
Draught cam put the old@ gentleman on his 
legs again. 


— ga. 
“Wett, if T Must I Must,” as the brewer 





brew nothing but Musty ale. 








“Haste to the Wedding.” 

Tue “ Personal” department of a daily paper informs its readers 
that “the speedy marriage of a distinguished member of the Cabinet 
is among the gossip of Washington.” 

We trust that the facile itemizer is misinformed. The old rule of 
“marry in haste and repent at leisure ” remains in full force, on which 
account ‘speedy marriages ” are to be deprecated. 


— 





Suiting the Word to the Action. 

It is reported that the difficulties hitherto thrown by the Rebels in 
the way of the exchange of Col. Corcoran and other loyal officers, 
have arisen from the persistent opposition of Gen. Fioyp, who refus- 
ed to bear of it, because “ a fair exchange was no robbery.” 

Those who are acquainted with the principles of FLoyp, will 
doubtless give credence to this report. 


A VOICE FROM AN-OLD FRIEND. 
“You’LL FIND No CHANGE IN ME.” 





A BAND OF COWARDS. 


“Caprain Mrrenovse took out one hundred and forty-five first-cabin passen- 
gers per Etna, 28th ult., and after getting to sea he found there were quite a num- 
ber from New-Orleans and other disaffected cities. and these people called on 
him 3d July. and informed bim that if any celebration was attempted the suo- 
ceeding day it would be interfered with by them, and that a disturbance would 
likely take place. Accordingly, with the xdvi-e of most of tbe cabin psssengers, 
Captain Mireiovse decided to have no active celebration, such as {s usual on all 
our steamers Fourth July, and he believes by adopting this course he avoided 
having a very serious disturbance on board, and most likely prevented bloodshed.” 


We should like to know the names of “ most of the cabin passen- 
gers” who advised Capt. Mingnouse, of the steamship Etna, not to 
offend the delicate susceptibilities of some of the rebel passengers 
who, fleeing from the wrath to come of an outraged land, could not 
bear to have the Anniversary of our Independence celebrated on 
board that ship. Let the cowardly list, headed by the pusillanimous 
Captaiv, be paraded everywhere, that loyal men may know them, 
and execrate them for their poltroonery. Will Mr. Jno. G. Daxe, the 
agent of the line, let us have it? Bloodshed! Bah! The blood of 
such Northern men runs water. 





_ 
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An Extreme Southern View. 
We glean from the Petersburgh Express the following little topo- 
graphical item : 
“ Itis a matter of congratulation «ith every friend of freedom and the South 


to know that the sper position of McCLeLian's army is one of the bottest, 
perhaps, on the soil of Virginia. Persons _residi Petersburgh, entirely fa 





aos the locality, say that out of Tophet Chere is no piace to compare 
with it.” 

The above paragraph is liberal in its construction, leaving readers 
to determine, according to individual sagacity, the particular locality 
with which the informants of the Express are stated to be so “ entire- 
ly familiar "—Petersburgh, or Tophet. For our part, we incline to 


think that the latter is the place meant. It has its Southern 


proclivities. 
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WIND-ALL PHILLIPS. 


HIS yeasty orator 
has become a rav- 
ing maniac, and is 
yet, owing to the 
shameful negli- 
gence of the au- 
thorities, at large. 
When last seen, he 
was rushing about 
the country with 
corn-stalks in his 
bair, and very lit- 
tle clothing of any 
other kind to speak 
of on his person. His 
hallucinations have 
some very remarka- 
ble features. For in- 
stance, he imagines 
that Illinois law- 
yers must be anato- 
mists, and has been 
travelling round 
among them with 
eager gesticulatious and haggard eyes, beseeching them to inform 
lim whether President LixcoLn is furnished with the normal allow- 
ance of spinal vertebra. Sometimes he fancies himself tailor, which 
is funny enough, considering that he has never sewn anything in his 
life except dissension. At Abiugton, the other day, he told the peo- 
ple that he had been to Washingion, where he “ took Mr. LINCOLN’s 
measure,” but found him very difficult to fit with trousers, on account 
of his being a “ turtle,” and consequently unprovided with legs. He 
is quite violent at times, when, to use his own incoherent expression, 
be becomes “a maelstrom awful to contemplate.” By and by, 
Wiyp-aLL Paitwies, if allowed to remain at large, will ravage the 
country like a Wild Bore, as he is, and then the proper authorities 
will have to pay the damage, which might have been avoided had 
they locked him up in time. 


OO 


INCONVENIENCE OF POSTAGE-STAMP CUR- 
RENCY. 


As the following letter represents the interests of a very large class 

of the community, we willingly give insertion to it: 
“ AuGUST 6, 1862. 

“Vanity Fair, Sir :—Having had occasion to cross over from Green 
Point to the city, a few days since, I proceeded to the ferry that runs 
between those places, where I offered the money-taker a three-cent 
postage-stamp for my fare. This he refused to take, saying that no 
“corn-salve,” as he termed that paper currency, should pollute his 
blessed money-box. Being destitute of metallic currency, and very 
anxious to get to New-York by a certain hour, I entered into an al- 
tercation with the man, during which the boat left the pier, and I 
had no alternative but to plunge into the briny estuary and swim 
across to the foot of Tenth street, which I did. Having transacted 
my business in the city, I went, naturally, to take a drink, on pro- 
ceeding to pay for which I found nothing in my pockets but a red, 
pulpy maas, resembling nothing so much as mashed tomatoes. That 
pulp was the mortal remains of three thousand red postage-stamps 
with which I had stuffed my pockets previous to leaving the Long 
Island shore, I fought the bar-keeper for the price of the drink, and 
gota black eye. Proceeding to the laboratory of an eminent chemist, 
engaged him, at a very heavy fee, to undertake the task of drying 
the postage pulp, and restoring the stamps to their original condition 
of sticky abomination. While he was thus engaged, some retorts 
passed b tween us, one of which exploded, killing the laboratory cat 
end setting the premises on fire, the result of which was tbat the 
tlock in which the laboratory was situated became a prey to the de- 
Young element. After this I went to a great many places, to hunt 
Up some friend from whom I might haply borrow three cents to en- 
able me to return to my home at Astoria, as I could not again swim 
the estuary, owing to the loss of both my arms by the explosion of 
the retort. They laughed at me, all my friends did, saying how 
green I must te to think that anybody in New- Work bad three cents 
tolend. Finally, after wandering about the streets all night, I was 
taken up for a vagrant, and sent to Blackwell’s Island, where I re- 
mained for some days, until my condition became known to my fami- 
ly, by whom I was bailed out, after being sworn to keep the peace 
‘oward all men for six months, owing to the black eye. The chemist 
has brought an action against me for the loss of his laboratory, and 
the respective owners of the burnt buildings respective actions for 





their respective losses, respectively. Now, sir, what I want to know 
is, have I not just cause for action against the Ferry Company, to 
obtain compensation for my great losses and disappointments? An 
answer will oblige 


“ Your obedient servant, ASTORIAN.” 


We think that AstorIAn, under the circumstances, should bring 
his action in the Marine Court. The Ferry Company is clearly liable 
for all the losses, including the laboratory cat: but there is one point 
that sharp counsel may bring to bear against ASTORIAN, viz., that the 
attempt to make Red postage-stamps pass Current between Green 
Point and New-York looks like felo de se, and may be a matter for 
a de lunatico inguirendo, 

SEE come -_— —= 
“a LITTLE EXPLANATION.”—THE TRIBUNE BER- 
RIED ALIVE. 

As nobody has seen fit to “‘bite” the first Strawberry of the lot 
sometime since offered by the “ Tribune Ass'n” as an inducement 
to hesitating subscribers, those enterprising and fruity publish- 
era “judge that a little explanation is necessary,” and accordingly 
proceed to explain themselves in an eloquent half-column. It isa 
common thing for those whe have stated an obscure proposition to il- 
lustrate it by means of a supposed case, none the less to the purpose 
that it is improbable in itself, or even impossible, So the Zribune 
illuminates its plan of subscription with a supposed incident—thus far 
totally fictitious and obstinately intangible. ‘‘ For instance,” it ob- 
serves, “if we should receive an order to-morrow as follows, ‘Send 
Weekly Tribune one year to Joun Suits, Concord, N. H., (on Straw- 
berry list,’ we should put bis name at the head of the list, and he 
would get the first plants sent out.” 

What more familiar example could the 7ribune have cited? How 
often (since we dream of that of which we often think with strong de- 
sire) must it have seen that unbelieving and unsubscribing Concorder 
coming up smilingly, and leading off a list which must soon become 
legion, with the honest though rather hackneyed old signature, 

“Jonn Situ,” 
and at the earliest subsequent moment, with glittering eyes and moist 
forehead, putting out his two dollars and asking for his “ plant,” in 
tones all husky with subdued emotion | 

These dreams so obfuscate one’s miud! How else could our senile 
contemporary have seemed to realize the fact that ‘over half a mil- 
lion” of these plants “ will be required”—at the rate of one to each 
subscriber | 

“ Any of our exchange:,” it says, “‘ noticing this new way of spread- 
ing good fruit over the country” —the “ fruit” beiag the main thing, 
and not the Zribune—‘‘and sending us a marked copy of the paper, 
will be placed upon the strawberry list.” 

This fine flavor distinguishes the whole of the article, which con- 
cludes as follows : 

‘* We do not ask any one to subscribe for the Triwne, on purpose to get these 
new strawberries, though we presume many will; but we do ask all our present 
subscribers, in consideration of this token of our good-will, to continue with us 
another year. We are sure that they will be well satisfied that they have done 
80, whenever they see the great beauty and excellence of these new berries.” 

The Zribune is right in being sure of this, for such a berry must be 
cheap at the money. But how about the “great beauty and excel- 
lence” of the Tribune? Why, is it such a pill that it must be done 
up in a strawberry before any one can swallow it? 

That’s the question. 
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VANITY FAIR. _ 
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[August 16, 1862, 

















HUMORS OF THE WAR. 


A SENTIMENT FOR THE TIMES.—The Gen. 
eral who does nothing but look to his Laurelg 
must surely have something Green in his eye, 


— 
a oa 


Sword vs. Gown. 


“T REALLY don’t see why the Clergy should 
be exempt from draft,” observed the Free. 
thinker, maliciously. 

“Sir,” said JENKS, overhearing him, “ there 
|is at least good reason to exempt the Catholic 

~ ‘and Episcopal Clergy.” 

= . _ why, pray?” queried the snappish 
: “ Because a Surplice can be obtained with. 

‘out them,” answered JENES, with gravity. 








| 

| “One Mock!” 

| Mr. WENDELL PHILIPS, in his traitorons 

jharangue at Abington, compared the Presi- 

ident of the United States to a “turtle” 
Now, supposing that the President were to 
issue his mandate for conveying W. P. to Fort 
Warren, what then? Why then, we should 

|say, the voice of the Turtle would be “ heard 

| through the land” with great satisfaction, and 





—. =. 








|the traitor be bound to confess the Real Tur. 
| tle a good deal stronger than his Mock. 


- or 
THE cap that Brooklyn must wear—f it fits 
her. 
The Mob Cap. 
_ 
A National Dish. 


A LOYAL prairie editor calls upon all honest 
men to shoot down traitors, everywhere, “as 
if they were quails.” 

Well said, sir, and don’t you think that 


Credulous War Correspondent,—“ You saw The CoMMANDER oF THE ‘Mernimac’ AFTER SHE |such quails might very appropriately be served 


BLEW uP? WASN'T HE STRUCK WITH AWE AT WHAT HE'D DONE?” 
Intelligent Contraband.—“ Ou! 'Dexp, yes, Massa! 





up on old ANDREW JacKson’s Toast, ‘The 


I DONE STRUCK HIM WID DE OAR MyYsELF !”' Federal Union—-it must be preserved”? 








THE ABSENTEES. 


TELL us, epauletted loungers, 
What on Gotham’s streets you seek ? 
At your presence all the town jeers; 
Has your courage sprung a-leak ? 
Do you feel it working, working, 
AcreEs-fashion through your pores? 
Are you, hang it! are you shirking ? 
Tell us, sashed and sworded bores. 


Does the thought of being a “ body” 
On your skins the pimples start? 
Are you like poor PILLIcoppy, 
Cursed with flutterings of the heart? 
What is that—you’re here on furlough ? 
Oh! Ab! Yes, we know, we know, 
Anywhere will run the cur low 
To avoid a plucky foe. 


Keep, for shame’s sake, from the sidewalk ; 
Put your warrior suits away. 
Do not in the lion’s hide walk, 
While like sheep you shun the fray. 
Think not, ekulkers, that the ladies 
Such mere shells of men admire— 
Bah! our softest-hearted HAIDEES 
Care not for a craven squire. 


Back, deserters, to Virginia, 
Hear ye not the general hiss? 
If there’s virile blood within ye, 
It should stir in times like this. 
Back, your ce shocks the city, 
Strutting here so bright and trim, 
While her true sons, stern and gritty, 
Stand at bay like lions grim. 





THE ROMANCH OF WAR. 


The following advertisement recently appeared in Zhe Herald: 


66) RESPECTABLE COLORED WOMAN WANTS A SITUATION TO 
cook, warh and iron. Is a good baker: has a child two years old, Noob- 
jection to the country. Good city reference.” 

This coming to the notice of the proper authorities, suspicion was 
excited, and upon investigation the advertising party turned out to 
be Capt. ——, of the — Reg. V. M., absent without leave, with a 
beautiful burnot-cork countenance and a hoop-skirt. He has been ar- 
rested for court-martial under Gen. ConTEMPrT. 


ie 
Severe, but True. 


A CONTEMPORARY risks the remark that *‘ plastic art” was never 4 
more remunerative branch than it is at present. 
Perhaps our contemporary refers to shin-plastic art. 


—— 
—- 





Higher, and yet Lower. 


TuE only thing that seems to be continually Highering itself gratis 
in this hot weather is —the Thermometer. 


_ 
Bis meek 


OUR BOOK REVIEW. 


“Married Off :” A Newport Sketch. By Henry Bencu. New-York: 

Carterton, 413 Broadway. 

A satirical poem, in which the author lets the cat out of the bag 
very severely, on subjects not wholly unconnected with matrimo- 
nial match-making at our fashionable watering-places. Mr. HExry 
Bercu appears to be an expert in the tactics of Upper Tendom 
erinoline “ by the sad sea waves.” 
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Jounx A. GraY, Printer, Fire-Proof Buildings, 16 and 18 Jacob Street, cornerFrankfort, N.Y. 
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